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The Early Work 


Just, like, CUE me so I can escape! Never mind, you really 
don't have to, since you kind of elevate just before you start 
deCLAIMING it, as if a huge air pump went up your ass. I 
noticed it at Duke--through a thick glass door so I couldn't, 
fortunately, hear. Tonight I'll fade away before you Launch 
into it. At any rate, of course, you have no shame. 


I didn't when I wrote it; I do now that it's too late. 

Why don't you just drop it from the program? 

It's the encore, what they wait for. If I didn't include it, 
I'd be on food stamps. For some reason it appeals to a lot of 


people. 


The Literary Norman Rockwell. At any rate, she's one vengeful 
bitch-goddess, Fame. 


Quite small f in my case. Anyway..I've done other work! 


And it hasn't been disgusting. Why do you think I looked you 
up? And hang with you now? It's hardly your submarine 


personality. 
But most of the UNdisgraceful stuff'll be forgotten, and, what 
isn't, forgiven. "He is affectionately known for Pure Love, a 


vivid narrative poem..." 


Don't go on! Sadist! 


"...the opening line of which has stood the test of crime." 
You got that right. 

"He came to me, the broken puppy in his arms." 

Parody, but close enough. 


"The poem, a favorite of thousands of Americans, concerns a boy 
who ... etcetera. etcetera. And the meanest man in the 
neighborhood gives him another pup! A man corrosively 
embittered by the tragic death of a crinoline sweetheart flung 
off a Brookline, Massachusetts rollercoaster so so so-OH! many 
years ago." Like...et-fuckin-cetera! Am I crying, by the way? 


Have you ever? 


"By all the gods that reign above, 
don't tell him that it came from me, 
for it has to be pure love." 


So enough already! It's bad enough in my version, my slime- 
rhymes as predictable, the schmaltz as greasy...greasier. Plot 
as stupid as a sitcom's. Great God! When I think of it! 

And all these students in their lit courses learning shit that's 
nearly as vile! 


At Duke there wasn't a dry ass in the house. 

That wretched fuckin poem is velcroed to me! 

I do feel sorry for you, though I see tendencies to return to 
its wonderful regularity in your latest work. I used to have an 
aunt who farted metrononimically. All the way up in the 
elevator at her apartment house she didn't miss a beat till we 
got off at fourteen. A lot like one of your modern sonnets. 
Case of Heinnikins to change to subject? 

I'm just jealous. Last time home, the druggist's wife said 

you KNOW him? He's an absolute genius! Why that puppy poem was 
the only time I've seen Mac cry. 


He should listen to me late at night. JI made three wives crazy. 


You've done a good job on yourself too. 
Oh well. 


Yeah, oh well! You've turned an American trick: Reach for the 
golden ring till you wrench yourself shapeless. 


And then they LOVE yuh, Bay-BEEEEEEE! But I'm hardly reaching 
now, just existing. Tired. Tired. Oh well, nobody give a shit 
about poetry in this country anyway. Just a small pride of 
poets thrashing the shit out of each other. At any rate, I 
could drink myself to death...but that's another cliche, right? 


What we become, we become. Who chooses? Maybe we're all 
whores. At least you're a blatant one, thus more moral. 


Do you have any plans to leave me? All my women leave me. 
Like...no such luck. 


I thought so. You don't, uh, suppose it's...something like the 
truth you're saying? 


Who can tell? Ever? 


